1784. &TAT. 75-1 - And now I am arrived at the last year
of the life of SAMUEL JOHNSON, a year in which, although
passed in severe indisposition, he nevertheless gave many evi-
dences of the continuance of those wondrous powers of
mind, which raised him so high in the intellectual world.
His conversation and his letters of this year were in no respect
inferiour to those of former years.
To JAMES Bos WELL, ESQ.
'DEAR SIR, -1 hear t>f many enquiries which your kind-
ness has disposed you to make after me. I have long intended
you a long letter, which perhaps the imagination of its length
hindered me from beginning. I will, therefore, content myself
with a shorter.
'Having promoted the institution of a new Club in the
neighbourhood, at the house of an old servant of Thrale's,1
I went thither to meet the company, and was seized with a
spasmodick asthma so violent, that with difficulty I got to
my own house, in which I have been confined eight or nine
weeks, and from which I know not when I shall be able to go
even to church. The asthma, however, is not the worst. A
dropsy gains ground upon me; my legs and thighs are very
much swollen with water, which I should be content if I
could keep there, but I am afraid that it will soon be higher,
My nights are very sleepless and very tedious. And yet I am
extremely afraid of dying.
'My physicians try to make me hope, that much of my
malady is the effect of cold, and that some degree at least of
recovery is to be expected from vernal breezes and summer
suns. If my life is prolonged to autumn, I should be glad to
try a wanner climate; though how to travel with a diseased
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